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to set the torch or to raze entire blocks, most of which could hardly ever be rebuilt Yet, to our compatriots m the demolition squads, their work was like murdering their dearest friends.
I begged the workers to let me go into one of the doomed houses. I went upstairs while they planted in the basement the long sausages of explosives. The first-floor apartment was burned out The second one, too. On the third floor the door to the apartment had been torn off its hinges and thrown on the marble staircase, forming something like a bridge into the hallway The apartment itself had been destroyed but little. I stepped on the door and felt it wobble. There must be something underneath, I decided. There were rags heaped here and there, an old-fashioned photograph of a mustached man on the wall, a fancy coach for a baby doll, a little girl must have lived here, I concluded. Just then they called us from down below to come back It was time for the "Third Group* to take over, it seemed.
"Let's do something about this door,"rl pleaded with one of the workmen, an engineer. "Let's just pick it up. Somehow I can't stand the thought of leaving it here.**
The men bent down, without a word, to pick up the door. One of them, new on the job, stumbled against a brick and fell on what seemed like a heap of debris. Suddenly, he screamed hysterically, and jumped to his feet, shaking* He had fallen on the charred body of a woman, covered with brick dust The other men looked on quietly. They had seen worse things. The woman's corpse, oae of countless thousands, would soon be buned under a mound of rubble with the demolition of the house. In a few minutes, when we were but a short distance away, the big apartment building blew up and collapsed.
On Towarowa Street, a brand-new pole attracted our attention, A large poster hung from it In striking, bold,